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AS there ever poor Man, 
So plegu'd with a Wite, 


As I poor Anthony am ; 


I am weary wy life, 
By having a Wre, 


I can't pleaſe her do all that 1 can, 


Six days in a week, 
For my Bread I do ſeek- 


I'm always ſtriving for to pleaſe herz 


Still ſhe ſcolds and ſhe ark 

And ſwears ſhe will have all, 
Ad fryears Fm bound to maintain her 

And when ſhe goes to dinner, 

I think the Devil's in her, 
Neither roaſt nor bak'd, nor boil'd 

dotn content her, 
And after ſhe has din'd, 

She mult have a glaſs of wine, 
For I never {aw a woman that was 
I zo to work in my rags, like her, 
And my old tern Jaggs, fine, 

To the park, ball, or play, 

To the Tavern night and day, 
with her Gallant to drink wine, 

She rides in her coach, 

To the Balls and the plays, 
where her Ladies and ſhe doallemble 

And when ſhe comes home, 

I fly out of the room, tremble, 


For ſhe makes my poor Joints for to 


And when fhe 1s at ſupper, 
She keeps ſuch a ſplutter, 
I ſcarcely can wait upon her: 
And when that ſhe has done 
She throws to me a bone, 
And thinks to doe me a great honour 
Pray come old death, 
And ſtop her breath, power; 
That ſhe may never have no more 
For with her ſcornfull eyes, 
She does me now ſurpriſe, 
ache laſt hour. 


